The contention of the two fmom Rotifer,. 

I deft his Beuer with a down-right blow : 

Father, that this is true, behold his blood. 

OHont. And brother, hecres the Earle ofWiltfhires blood* 
Whom I encounter’d as the battailes ioyn’d. 

Tt^ch. Speak e thou for me, and tell them what I did. 

Torke. What is your Grace dead my Lord of Somerfct ? 

Norf. Such hope haue all the line of Iohn of Gaunt, 

Rich. Thus do I hope to fliape King Henries head. 

War. And fo do I vi&orious Prince ofYorke, 

Before I fee thee fcated in that Throne, 

Which now the houfe ol Lancafter vfurpes, 

I vow by heauen, thefe eyes (hall neuer clofe. 

This is the Palace of that fearefull King, 

And that the regall chaire :Poflcfleit Yorkc, 

For this is thine, and not King Henries heyres. 

Tork. Aflift me then fweet Warwicks, and I will : 

For hither arc we broken in by force. 

Norf. Wecll all aflift thee, and he that flyes (hall die. ' 

Yor^ Thankes gentle Norfolke. Stay by me my Lords, 

And foldiers ftay you heerc,and lodge this nighr.. 

War. And when the King comes offer him no violence,., 
Vnlcfle he feeke to put vs out by force, 

Rich. Arm’d as we be let’s ftay within this houfe. 

War. The bloody Parliament (hall this be call’d, 

Vnlefle Plantagenet Duke ofYorke be King, 

And bafhfull Henry be depofde, whole cowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Torke. Then leaue me not roy Lords : for now I meane 
To take pofleflion of my right. 

War. Neither the King, nor him that loues him beft, 

The proudeftbird that holds vp Lancafter, 

Dare ftirre a wing, if Warwicke (hake his bcls. 

He plant Flantagenet : androote him out who dares t 
Refblue thee Richard, claime the Englifh Crowne. 

Enter king Henry the ftxt,with the D. ofExcefter, the Earle of Net •- 
thumierlandyke Earle of Wefttnerland , and Clifford the Earle ef 
Cumberland , with red Rofes in their hats . 


Torke and Lancafter. 

King. Looke Lordings where the fturdy Rebel! fits, 

Euen in the chaire of Stater belike he meanes 
(Back’d by the power of iParwicke that falfe Peere) 

To afpire vnto the Crowne, and reigne as King. 

Earle ofNorthumberland,he flew thy father. 

And thine Clifford : and you both haue vow’d reuenge. 

On him, his fonnes,his fauourites, and his friends. 

Korth. And if I be not,heauens be reueng’d on me. 

Clif. The hope thereof, makes Clifford mourne in fteele. 
Weft. What* (hall we fuffer this? Let’s pull him downe. 

My heart for anger breakes, I cannot fpeake. 

King. Be patient gentle Earle of Weftmerland. 

Clif. Patience is for Pultrounes, fuch as he ; 

He durft not fit there had your Father liu’d. 

My gracious Lord, heere in the Parliament, 

Let vs affailethe family ofYorke. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken Cofen, be it fo.' 

King. O know you not the Citty fauours them. 

And they haue troopes of fouldiers at their becke. 
ffxet, But when the Duke is flaine,theyl quickly flye, 
King.Fzr be it from the thoughts of Henries heart. 

To make a (hambles of the Parlamcnt houfe : 

Cofen of Exeter, words, frownes,and threats, 

Shal be the warres that Henry meanes to vfe. 

Thou fa&ious Duke of Yorke,defcend my Throne, 
Iamthyfoueraigne. 

Torke. Thou art deceiu’d, I am thine. 

Exet . For fhame come downe, he made thee Duke ofYorke. 
Yorke. Twas my inheritance, as the kingdome is. 

Exet. Thy father was a T raitor to the Crowne. 

War. Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Crowne, 

In following this vfurping Henry. 

Clif. Whom fhould he follow but his naturall King. 
war.Ttwc Clifford,and thats Richard Duke ofYorke. 
King.And fhall I ftand while thou fitft in my Throne? 

Torke. Content thy felfe, it muft and (hall be fo. 

War. Be Duke of Lancafter, let him be King. 

I a Weft 


